18753	MONNINGTON-ON-WYE	283
Easter Tuesday, 30 March
As I walked up and down our drive within the white gate in the
fresh mild evening shortly before 8 o'clock I saw through the trees
a light from the Manor House nearly half a mile away. The light
was obscured continually, apparently by the figures passing before
it, and it seemed to come from the dining-room where the Squire
was at dinner and probably the constant darkening of the light was
produced by the maids waiting at table and passing every moment
almost between the window and the lights on the table.
Wednesday, April Eve
This evening Teddy left us and went back to London. I walked
down with him to the station. He went up by a broad gauge train
and in the smoking carriage, the atmosphere of which I could not
have endured for a minute and could hardly bear to stand near the
door even.
Monday, 5 April
Left Langley for Monnington-on-Wye with Dora. William met
us at Moorhampton with the dog cart and chestnut horse Paddy,
and drove us to Monnington. I like the look of the pkce very much.
The house is large and comfortable and the situation pretty, roomy
and pleasant. One great feature of the pkce is the famous 'Monning-
ton Walk', a noble avenue of magnificent Scotch firs bordering a
broad green ride, stretching from Brobury Scar (a red sandstone
precipice beetling over the winds of Wye) to Monnington Court
House, where the aunt of Owen Glendower lived.
Tuesday, 6 April
When I awoke a woodpigeon was crooning from the trees near
the house and the early morning sunshine glinted upon the red boles
of the gigantic Scotch firs in Monnington Walk. I rose early and
went out. The morning was fresh and bright with a slight sunshiny
shower flying. Hard by the Church porch and on the western side
of it I saw what I knew must be the grave of Owen Glendower. It .
is a flat stone of whitish grey shaped like a rude obelisk figure, sunk
deep into the ground in the middle of an oblong patch of earth
from which the turf has been pared away, and, alas, smashed into
several fragments. And here in the little Herefordshire churchyard
within hearing of the rushing of the Wye and close under the
shadow of the old grey church the strong wild heart, still now, has

